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JOHN
(V.0)
| returned to England with my
health irretrievably ruined and my
future bleak. Under such
circumstances, | naturally
gravitated to London -

- panning down now to discover the great sprawling, smoking,
furnace of Victorian London.

JOHN (CONT'D)
- that great cesspool into which
all the loungers and idlers of the
empire are drained.

Now cutting, around Victorian London - fast, punchy, choppy.
Not the cardboard Victoriana of Hollywood - this is muddy and
clattering and fast. Belching steam trains, and clattering

cabs and all the filthy torrent of humanity.

Now on one figure, marching grimly against the tide: Dr. John
Watson. This is the John we know, but careworn and tanned.
The stick is back, he limps along. (NB - at this point, clean
shaven.)

Now, a voice calling:

STAMFORD
Watson! Watson!

John turns. A portly figure, pushing his way through the
throng. Stamford (identical to the Mike Stamford we saw A
Study In Pink.) He’s grabbed John’s hand, is pumping it
furiously.

STAMFORD (CONT'D)
Stamford, remember? We were at
Barts together.

JOHN
Yes, of course, Stamford.

STAMFORD
Good lord, man, where have you
been? You're as brown as a nut.

On John’s face: that haunted look. Not a story he likes
telling ...

CUT TO:

INT. CRITERION BAR - DAY 1 3

A corner table in the packed pub. Stamford is staring, a
little shocked at John’s account of his adventures.

(CONTINUED)



Big in the foreground, John sets down his glass with shaking
hand.

STAMFORD
You poor devil.

John just shrugs.

JOHN
| made it home. Many weren’t so
lucky.

STAMFORD

So what now?

JOHN
Need a place to live - somewhere
decent at an affordable price. Not
easy.

STAMFORD
You know, you're the second person
to say that to me today?

JOHN
Who was the first?

Swish, crack , and -

INT. BARTSCORRIDOR - DAY 1

A long narrow corridor, frosted glass windows along one side,

looking on to another room. A shadow of the room'’s occupant

flaps grotesquely against the misted windows - a man slashing
away with a riding crop. Now panning to:

-0u2 me tieaEood Lop.cent at

CUT TO:
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JOHN
Neither am |. So where’s this
friend of yours then?
He’s marching on down the corridor -

- but Stamford has halted, a little apologetically, by the
door to the dissecting room.

Swish- crack!
John gets it. No! Not him!
CUT TO:

INT. DISSECTING ROOM - DAY 1 5

On Stamford and John as they come through the door -
- rows of tables, with sheeted bodies, and just out of shot -
-swish  crack!

STAMFORD
Excuse me?

JOHN
| hope we’re not interrupting.

And SHERLOCK snaps up into a close-up. Those blazing, green
eyes, as ever, but the hair slicked back - he looks colder
and more exact: this is Victorian Holmes.

SHERLOCK
You've been in Afghanistan, |
perceive.

STAMFORD

Dr. Watson, Mr. Sherl -
Whack!!

- Sherlock has thrown the riding crop at John, who
instinctively catches it.

SHERLOCK
Excellent reflexes - you'll do.
JOHN
I’'m sorry?
SHERLOCK

| have my eye on a suite of rooms
near Regents Park. Between us we
could afford them.

He’s pulling on his coat, striding for the door.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
Rooms? Who said anything about
rooms?

SHERLOCK

| did. | mentioned to Stamford this
morning that | was in need of a
fellow lodger, and now he appears
after lunch in the company of a man
of military aspect with a tan and a
recent injury, both suggestive of

the campaign in Afghanistan and an
enforced departure from it. The
conclusion seemed inescapable.
We’'ll meet tomorrow evening, and
finalise the details. Now if you'll
excuse me, | have a hanging in
Wandsworth and I'd hate them to
start without me.

JOHN
A hanging??

SHERLOCK
| take a professional interest. |
also play the violin and smoke a
pipe. | take it that's not a
problem?

JOHN
Well, no, | -

SHERLOCK

And you’re clearly acclimatized to
never getting to the end of a
sentence - we'll get on splendidly.
Tomorrow, seven o’clock then.

(Moves to go, pops his

head back round the door)

Oh! The name’s Sherlock Holmes and
the address is 221B Baker Street.

He goes.
A stunned silence. John looks to Stamford.
STAMFORD
Yes. He’s always been like that.
TITLES.
As we know them - but Victorian!
Piccadilly Circus, swarming with horse-drawn traffic.

The Palace of Westminster.
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JOHN
No, no, not at all. Good day to
you!

And the hansom cab moves swiftly on. The newsvendor

after it, awestruck. It was him!!

NEWSVENDOR
Merry Christmas, Mr. Holmes.

INT. BAKER STREET - DAY 2

The sign: Baker Street!
The door: 221B!

The door flies open, and the Victorian version of Mrs Hudson
comes flying out, to see:

Sherlock and John climbing out of the cab.

MRS HUDSON
Mr. Holmes, | do wish you'd let me
know when you're planning to come
home!

On Sherlock as he steps to the pavement, deerstalker cap,
Inverness cape, pipe clenched in his teeth: a hero shot.
SHERLOCK in the traditional style.

SHERLOCK
I hardly knew myself, Mrs. Hudson.
That's the trouble with dismembered
country squires - they're
notoriously difficult to schedule.

MRS HUDSON
Billy, fetch the cases.

A page boy, dashing to get the cases from the cab. (It's the
Page Boy from The Sign Of Three.) John has a hat box.

BILLY
Did you catch the murderer, Mr.
Holmes?

SHERLOCK

Caught the murderer, still looking
for the legs. | think we'll call it
a draw.

BILLY
(of the hat box)
What's in there?

looks

CUT TO:

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
Never mind.

MRS HUDSON

And | notice you've published
another of your stories, Dr Watson.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
Did you enjoy it?

MRS HUDSON
No.

JOHN
... are you sure?

MRS HUDSON
| never enjoy them.

JOHN
Why not?

MRS HUDSON
Because | never say anything, do I?

According to you, | just show
people up the stairs, and serve you
breakfast.

JOHN
Well. Within the narrative, that
is, broadly speaking, your
function.

MRS HUDSON
My what??

Billy is heading up the stairs. The others follow, squabbling
amiably.

SHERLOCK
You mustn't feel singled out, Mrs
Hudson, I'm hardly in the dog one.

JOHN
(Affronted)
The dog one??

MRS HUDSON
I’'m your landlady, not a plot
device.

JOHN
Do you mean the Hound Of The
Baskervilles??

MRS HUDSON
And you make the rooms look so drab
and dingy.

JOHN

Oh, blame it on the illustrator,

he’s out of control. I've had to

grow this moustache just so people
will recognise me.

(CONTINUED)
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Pulling back from 221b now, as our heroes disappear inside. A
proper view of the Victorian residence, hansom cabs speeding
past. Just below the famous residence is Speedwell’s
Restaurant and Tea Rooms.

JOHN (CONT'D)
(V.0)

Over the many years it has been my
privilege to record the exploits of
my remarkable friend, Mr. Sherlock
Holmes, it has sometimes been
difficult to choose which of his
many cases to set before my
readers.

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET - DAY 2 9

The familiar room, but the blinds are lowered - in the

shadows, we can't quite see the differences from the modern
version. SHERLOCK is now crossing to the window, raising the
blind.

Cutting round the room, as the light picks all the many
changes from the modern room we’re used to.

JOHN

(V.0)
The extraordinary affair of the
adamantine menagerie is perhaps too
recent in the minds of the public
to bear repetition, while the
terrible events concerning
Professor Challenger and his flying
leeches is a matter for which the
world is not yet prepared. But in
all our many adventures together,
no case pushed my friend to such
mental and physical extremes as
that of ...

Sherlock now raising the second blind -

- revealing a veiled woman, dressed all in black, standing in
front of the fireplace.

JOHN (CONT'D)
(V.0)
... the abominable bride.

Sherlock turns to see her, just as John enters and does the
same.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Good lord!

(CONTINUED)
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Sherlock frowns at the motionless figure, almost bristles -
Victorian Holmes does not appreciate an unexpected woman in
his apartment. He strides to the door, bellowing down the
stairs.

SHERLOCK
Mrs. Hudson, there’s a woman in my
sitting room - is it intentional?

MRS HUDSON
(From off)
She’s a client. Said you were out,
insisted on waiting.

John, slightly nervously approaches the still, solemn figure.

JOHN
Would you care to sit down?

The veiled woman just cocks her head at him - silent,
sinister.

SHERLOCK
(Yelling down)
Didn’t you ask her what she wanted?

MRS HUDSON
(From off)
You ask her!

SHERLOCK
Why didn’t you ask her?

MRS HUDSON
(From off)
How could I, what with me never
talking, and everything!

Sherlock rolls his eyes, rejoins John.

SHERLOCK
For God’s sake, give her some
lines. She’s perfectly capable of
starving us.

(To the veiled woman)
Good afternoon, | am Sherlock
Holmes. This is my friend and
colleague, Dr Watson - you may
speak freely in front of him as he
rarely understands a word.

JOHN
Holmes!

SHERLOCK

Before you do, however, allow me to
make some trifling observations.
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



You have an impish sense of humour,
which you are currently deploying

to ease a degree of personal
anguish. You have recently married
a man, seemingly of kindly
disposition who has now abandoned
you for an unsavoury companion of
dubious morals. You have come to
this agency as a last resort, in

hope that reconciliation may still

be possible.

JOHN
Good lord, Holmes.

SHERLOCK
All this is, of course, perfectly
evident from your perfume. Pray be
seated.

JOHN
Her perfume?

They are now in the accustomed chair - the woman in the
client chair, facing the fireplace.

SHERLOCK
Her perfume, yes - which brings
insight to me, and disaster to you.

JOHN
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INT. 221B BAKER STREET - EVENING 2 10

A little while later.

Sherlock (now with his dressing gown thrown over his tweeds)
stands at the window, playing away at his violin - we might
recognise it as Waltz For Mary And John from The Sign Of
Three.

Behind him, drowned out by the violin, Mary and John are
having something of a domestic, which we barely hear over the

music!
JOHN
It was an affair of international
intrigue.
MARY

It was a murdered country squire -

JOHN
Nevertheless, matters were pressing

MARY
| don’t mind you going, darling - |
mind you leaving me behind.

JOHN
But what could you do?

MARY
What do you do, except wander
around taking notes, and looking
surprised??

Suddenly a discordant note from the violin. This causes Mary
and John to startle and turn to look at him. Sherlock throws
aside the violin, looks fiercely out of the window.

SHERLOCK
Enough! The stage is set, the
curtain rises - we are ready to
begin.

Mary and John exchange a look.

MARY
Begin what?

Sherlock is staring out of the window. Abstracted, haunted.
SHERLOCK
Sometimes to solve a case, one must
first solve another.

JOHN
You have a case then? A new one?

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
An old one. Very old. | shall have
to go deep.

JOHN

Deep? Into what?
Oh Sherlock, still staring out of the window.

We move in on the window, the Victorian evening outside, the
gas lamps, the cabs.

SHERLOCK
Myself!

Abruptly, we roll focus to bring Sherlock’s reflection into
focus for a fleeting moment -

- barely long enough to realise we are looking at modern
Sherlock, in his coat and turned up collar -

- this spectre of the future hangs above the Victorian street
scene for the tiniest moment -

- and before we are sure what we are looking at -

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
Lestrade!

He spins round from the window, now back to his Victorian
self.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
Do stop loitering by the door and
come in.

The door pushes open - revealing the Victorian version of
Inspector Lestrade, complete with mutton chop whiskers and
Derby hat.

LESTRADE
How did you know it was me?

SHERLOCK
The regulation tread is
unmistakable. Too light for Jones,
too heavy for Gregson.

LESTRADE
Sorry - | just came up, Mrs. Hudson
didn’t seem to be ... talking.

SHERLOCK
| fear she has branched into
literary criticism by means of
satire - it is a distressing trend
in the modern landlady. What brings
you here in your off-duty hours?

(CONTINUED)
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LESTRADE
How do you know I'm off duty?

SHERLOCK
Since arrival you have addressed
over forty percent of your remarks
to my decanter. Watson, give the
inspector what he so clearly wants.

John busies himself pouring a drink.

JOHN
What can we do for you, Lestrade?

LESTRADE
I’'m not here on business, | just
thought I'd ...drop by.

Sherlock and John look at each other.

JOHN
A social call?

LESTRADE
Of course. To wish you the
compliments of the season.
(An uneasy pause, in the
face of scepticism)
Merry Christmas.

A look among Sherlock and the Watsons.

SHERLOCK
Merry Christmas.

JOHN
Merry Christmas.

MARY
Merry Christmas.

SHERLOCK
Well thank God that's over. Now
Inspector, what strange happening
compels you to my door, but
embarrasses you to relate?

LESTRADE
(Defensive)
Who said anything happened?

SHERLOCK
You did, by every means short of
actual speech.

JOHN
Holmes, you have misdiagnosed.

(CONTINUED)



SHERLOCK
Then correct me, doctor.

John has plucked the now empty glass from Lestrade’s hand,
shows it to Sherlock.

JOHN
He didn't want a drink, he needed
one. He's not embarrassed - he's
afraid.

SHERLOCK
My Boswell is learning - they grow
up so fast.
(He tosses the empty glass
to Mary)
Mary, restore the courage of
Scotland Yard. Inspector, do sit
down.

JOHNSHERLOCKJOHN
JOHNJOHN
CONTT]j -Dtore the 0.025 Tw -72 -17-12 T-d (JOHNF Tw .00 begir



- next to him, in the street, a horse tied up at a cab rank.

- Alf, staring in confusion at the blood drenching him - a
woman is screaming a she sees him.

On Alf - a beat of confusion: he’s not hit, he’s not hurt.

ALF
What in God's name - ?

Then there is a horrible whinnying gurgle.

- the horse starts, slowly and dreadfully, to crumple to the
ground. It has been shot! (The blood from the wound has
sprayed over Alf.)

Alf staring in incomprehension.

CABBIE
Somebody shot my -

Blam! The window in the cab shatters.

Now people running, screaming --

-- someone is shooting, someone has a gun --
On Alf: staring up - oh my God!

The house opposite - there’s a high window, a little balcony
over-looking the street -

- and standing there, THE BRIDE!! A woman, a traditional
wedding dress fluttering in the breeze -

- and revolvers in her hand!

On her face -

- deadly white, her mouth a red slash, her eyes crazed -
The revolvers now swivelling around, looking for a target.

Close on her hideous, red slash of a mouth as she sw T*.
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GILES
No! Please, no, don't!

But suddenly the guns swing again, now pointing at -

- the cabbie with the dead horse, still seated where he was,
staring in shock!

THE BRIDE
Youll

The cabbie throws himself off the cab, out of sight.
The Bride swings her guns round again -
- a young man, trying to scramble out of sight in a doorway.

THE BRIDE (CONT'D)
Youll

He flattens himself against the door.
The revolvers swing again, this time zeroing on -

- blood-soaked Alf, the dead horse still slumped in front of
him. He stares at the Bride, transfixed in shock.

On the Bride - it’s like she’s settled on him. The crimson
slash of a mouth breaks into a terrible, grin.

THE BRIDE (CONT'D)
Youll

The young man in the doorway sees his chance, makes a run for
it. We pan with him as races across the street, until -

SHERLOCK
(From)
A moment!

- and the picture freezes, the man caught mid-run. We now
track round him, holding him a three-dimensional frozen image
to see, incongruously -

- now set up in the middle of the street, is the fireplace

from 221b, with SHERLOCK reclining his armchair next to it,
Lestrade in the client chair, JOHN in his chair with Mary
sitting on the arm.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
When was this?

LESTRADE
Yesterday morning.

SHERLOCK

The Bride’s face - how was it
described?

(CONTINUED)
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13

Closer on the group, but now actually in -

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET - EVENING 2 12

The group round the fireplace. Lestrade flipping through his
notebook.

LESTRADE
(Consulting his notes.)
White as death, mouth like a
crimson wound.

Sherlock has sprung to his feet, now paces to the window,
staring out.

SHERLOCK
Poetry or truth?

LESTRADE
There are many who would say they
are the same thing -

SHERLOCK
Yes, idiots - poetry or truth?

LESTRADE
| saw her face myself - afterwards.

SHERLOCK
After what?

The young man now goes running through 221b. We whip pan with
him, as races right out of the set and on to:

CUT TO:

EXT. LONDON STREET - DAY 1A FLASHBACK 13

- the young man races, we pan back up to the Bride and her
revolvers.

THE BRIDE

Alf, whimpering with fear, drops to his knees, covers his
head.

THE BRIDE (CONTops ,75.4 nc:on.19 T1ImiC1uO12 TS82P Twf0
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Alf spasms, convulses, takes a moment to realise -
- he hasn't been hit!! Looks up.

The balcony is empty, the window stands open, the curtains
flap as before -

- but now there is a slash of blood across them!
We hold in this for a moment, closing in on it -
- and then Sherlock crosses the window -

SHERLOCK
Really, Inspector -

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET - EVENING 2 14

- Sherlock is now crossing in front of his own window -

SHERLOCK
- awoman blows her own brains out,
in public, and you need help

identifying the guilty party. |
fear Scotland Yard has reached a
new low.

LESTRADE
I'm not here about that.

SHERLOCK
| surmised.

DR WATSON
What was her name - the bride?

INT. EMELIA RICOLETTI'S BEDROOM - DAY 1A FLASHBACK 15

A dead hand in a lacy cuff. Blood on fluttering curtain...

LESTRADE
(V.0)
Emelia Ricoletti. Yesterday was her
wedding anniversary.

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET - NIGHT 2 16

LESTRADE
The police, of course, were called
and her body taken to the morgue.

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Standard procedure. Why are you
telling us what may be presumed?

LESTRADE
Because of what happened next.

EXT. LIMEHOUSE ALLEY. NIGHT 1A FLASHBACK 17

FOG.

Dense, swirling, impenetrable. The muffled chimes of a church
clock sound midnight. We're in Limehouse. Seedy, dirty,
corrupt. A faded sign in Chinese tells us we’re outside ‘The
Bar of Gold'.

Now, striding through a big wooden doorway - RICOLETTI. Tall,
30’s , with a big black moustache, evening dress.

And, like the running man, he freezes. We track round him, to
see the Baker Street fireplace set up in the street, with
Holmes, Lestrade and the Watsons grouped round it in their
accustomed positions.
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The DRIVER is a stocky man, bundled up against the cold. And
he’s pale as death - sweating. Staring at Ricoletti - clearly
terrified for his life.

DRIVER
(To Ricoletti)
I’'m sorry. She made me. She made
me.

RICOLETTI
Who made you do what? What are
saying - ?

He breaks off as his eye goes to:

Through the shuttered hole in the cab roof protrude both
barrels of a shotgun!

What??
Now the shotgun withdraws.
Now the cab door opens.

Cutting close on details. A slim ankle in soft, white leather
boots and then the hem of a white dress. But not just any
white dress. A wedding dress!

The BRIDE stands before Ricoletti in a beautiful Victorian
gown. But the delicate veil that covers her face is filthy

and blood-stained. She raises her gloved hand and points the
shotgun at Ricoletti.

RICOLETTI (CONT'D)
(terrified)
Who are you?? What do you want??
The Bride jerks the shotgun towards him. Up.
Ricoletti flinches, holding up his hands in abject submission
The Bride gestures with the gun again.
Back.
Ricoletti frowns then backs away slowly the way he came. He
throws a panicked look towards the cab driver, who looks
quickly away. No comfort there.
RICOLETTI (CONT'D)
Who are you? Why are you doing
this??  Just tell me who you are!!

Beat. Then, for answer ... singing . Eerie, ethereal, the
Bride sings!

(CONTINUED)



BRIDE

“Do not forget me! do not forget
me!

Remember the maid, the maid of the
mill...”

Ricoletti: staring at her now aghast.



19A

19B
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BRIDE
What does it look like, my handsome
friend?
She aims the gun.

BRIDE (CONT’D)
It's a shotgun wedding!

BOOOOM!

She lets fly with both barrels and Ricoletti is blasted in
the chest and catapulted backwards onto the cobbles --

-- but as he lands, we cut to him landing in --

INT. 221B BAKER STREET. NIGHT 2.

-- Ricoletti lands on the 221B carpet, our team looking down
at him.

SHERLOCK
Till death us do part. Twice in
this case.

Rance runs past the camera, taking us back to:

EXT. LIMEHOUSE ALLEY. NIGHT 1A FLASHBACK

Rance races towards the body.

RANCE
Oh my God, you've done for him!
Help! Help! Murder! MURDER!

The Bride just smiles again and puts her veil back into
place. She hurls the shotgun to the ground and walks slowly
away.

Rance makes to follow her then stops dead in his tracks.

The back of the Bride’'s head is now visible. Or, rather, what
should be the back of her head. Instead, it's a mess of

compacted blood and gore. Then she’s swallowed up by the fog.

Rance snaps out of his trance and follows - but she’s gone!
He can’t be more than a few feet behind but there’s

absolutely no sign of the Bride. The fog swirls around Rance,

as if mocking him. At last he races back to the hansom cab.

23.

CUT TO:

19A

CUT TO:

19B

(CONTINUED)
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RANCE (CONT'D)
Bloody hell, they’ll skin me alive
if I've lost her. You! You saw it
all' You saw her.

The Driver nods slowly.

DRIVER
| saw her. Mrs Emelia Ricoletti.

Rance sighs with relief.

RANCE
Right. That's something then.
Where does she live?

Beat.

DRIVER
Where does she  live?  She doesn't
live anywhere. She blew her brains
out yesterday!

23A.

(CONTINUED)






- and rises to follow.
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MARY
Votes for women.

LESTRADE
... are you for or against?

MARY
Get out.

Bemused, Lestrade goes.
Beat.
Mary broods.
CUT TO:

INT. HANSOM CAB. NIGHT 2 21

SHERLOCK, JOHN and LESTRADE are squeezed together in the back
of a cab.

SHERLOCK
Whao’s on mortuary duty?

Lestrade sighs. Sherlock sighs back.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
Always him.

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET. NIGHT 2 22

MARY is staring into the fire.

MRS HUDSON (0.S))
Ooh-ooh'!

Mrs Hudson pops her head round the door.

MRS HUDSON (CONT'D)
They gone off again, have they? |
don’t know. What a life those
gentlemen lead.

MARY
Yes.

She sits.

MARY (CONT'D)
Those gentlemen.

(CONTINUED)
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MRS HUDSON
Never mind, my dear. Ooh, almost
forgot. This came for you.

She hands over an envelope. Mary: instantly curious, alert -
like she recognises  the stationery. She rips open the
envelope, a card falls into her hand.

On screen text: in immaculate handwriting, a single word:
Immediately.

She flips the card over. On the rear side is a single letter:
M.
Mary smiles - you'd almost think the game was afoot.

MARY
Tell my husband I'll be late home -
| have some urgent business.

MRS HUDSON
Is everything all right?

MARY
Oh, you know - just a friend in
need.

MRS HUDSON
Oh dear, what friend?

Mary, at the door, turns back. Pushing in on her, hero shot,
as she smiles.

MARY
England.

And off she goes -
- leaving Mrs Hudson, flabbergasted for a moment.

MRS HUDSON
Well that’s not very specific.

CuT

INT. MORTUARY. NIGHT 2

Gas-light flares off the sterile white tiles of the mortuary.
John, Lestrade and Sherlock entering ...

Sherlock comes to a halt, staring.

On the slab lies the sheeted body of the Bride -

26.

CUT TO:

23

24

(CONTINUED)



- and the corpse has been chained and manacled to the table.

SHERLOCK
Please tell me which idiot did
this??

Now on: a man in his shirt sleeves, clearly working here:
it's Anderson!

ANDERSON
It's for everyone’s safety.

John has already stepped forward, pulling back the top of the
sheet -

- to reveal the terrible face of the Bride, sti0.0o0 somHxen
in death.
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Holmes gives him (her) a guarded nod. They’re almost squaring
up to each other.

SHERLOCK
Hooper.

HOOPE
Holmes.
(Shoots a look at
Anderson)
You. Back to work.

Anderson turns, picks up a mop and pail and continues
swabbing the tiled floor.

Hooper and Sherlock lock eyes. Clearly there is bitter
history here.

HOOPER
So. Come to astonish us with your
magic tricks, | suppose.

SHERLOCK
Is there anything to which you'd
like to draw my attention?

HOOPER
Nothing at all, Mr. Holmes. You may
leave any time you wish.

LESTRADE
Dr. Hooper, | asked Mr. Holmes to
come here - co-operate . That's an

order.
Hooper shoots him a sour look - oh, all right.

HOOPER
There are two “features of
interest” as you're always saying
in Dr Watson's stories.

SHERLOCK
| never say that.

JOHN
You do, actually. Quite a lot.

HOOPER
First of all, this is definitely
Emelia Ricoletti. She has been
categorically identified. Beyond
doubt, this is her.

JOHN

Then who was that in Limehouse last
night?

(CONTINUED)
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HOOPER
That was also Emelia Ricoletti.

JOHN
It can't have been. She was dead,
shewas here .

HOOPER
She was positively identified by
her own husband seconds before he
died. He had no reason to lie, and
could hardly have been mistaken.

LESTRADE
The cabbie knew her too. No
guestion it was her.

Sherlock, now frowning. This is tricky.

JOHN
But she can’t have been in two
places at the same time, can she?

SHERLOCK
No, Watson. One place is strictly
the limit for the recently

deceased.
JOHN
Holmes! Could it have been twins?
SHERLOCK
No.
JOHN
Why not?
SHERLOCK

Because it's never twins.

LESTRADE
Emelia was not a twin, nor did she
have any sisters. She had one older
brother who died four years ago.

JOHN
Well - maybe there was a ... secret
twin?

SHERLOCK
A what??

JOHN

You know. A secret twin. A twin,
that nobody knew about. This whole
thing could’ve been planned..

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Since the moment of conception? How
breathtakingly prescient of her.
It's never twins, Watson.

JOHN
Then what's  your theory?

SHERLOCK
More to the point -
(Rounds on Lestrade)
What's your problem?

LESTRADE
| don’'t understand.

SHERLOCK
Why were you so frightened? Nothing
so far has justified your assault
on my decanter. You've allowed a
dead body to be placed under arrest

HOOPER
Ah. That would be the other feature
of interest.

Hooper has raised the right hand of the dead woman,
indicating a smear of blood on the forefinger.

JOHN
A smear of blood on the finger?
That could’'ve happened any number
of ways.

HOOPER
Oh, indeed. There’s just one thing.
It wasn't there earlier.

Lestrade has picked up a gas lamp from a table, now raises it
to illuminate something on the wall ...

LESTRADE
And neither was that!

The word YOU is smeared in blood on the wall.

They all stare. Sherlock, in particular, is fascinated. And
silent.

JOHN
... Holmes? Say something.

When Sherlock speaks, he is staring at the words - haunted,
thrilling to the moment.

(CONTINUED)



SHERLOCK
A gun in the mouth. A bullet
through the brain. The back of the
head blown clean off. How could he
survive?

The others exchange glances.

JOHN
“She”, you mean?

SHERLOCK
... 'm sorry?

JOHN
Not “he”. “She”.

SHERLOCK
yes . Yes, of course.
(Brightens, back to
business)
Thank you, all, for a fascinating
case. I'll send you a telegram when
I've solved it. Watson!

And he sweeps out of the room -

- as he passes a mirror, we seem fleetingly reflected - but
again as the modern Sherlock, in his coat and scarf. As last
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He holds Hooper’s look for a moment - then very pointedly,
raises his hat to her. As he might, if there were a lady
present.

Hooper almost blushes. He’s on to her.
John claps his hat back on, and sweeps out after Sherlock.

JOHN (CONT'D)
(As he goes)
Amazing what one has to do to get
ahead in a man’s world!

ANDERSON
What's he saying that for?

HOOPER
Get back to work!

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HANSOM CAB - NIGHT 2 25

Sherlock and John in the cab, Sherlock silent and smoking his
pipe - till John can stand it no longer.

JOHN
Well, Holmes? Surely you must have
some theory??

A silence. Then:

SHERLOCK
Not yet. These are deep waters,
Watson, deep waters.
(Frowns abstracted)
And | shall have to go deeper still

And he falls into silence, staring abstractedly out of the
window.

Now on Watson, watching him - frowning, troubled.
JOHN (V.0.)
It was not for several months that
we were to pick up the threads of
this strange case again...

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET. DAY 3 26

Sherlock is pacing among several books and diagrams, actively
studying something, trying to understand it.

(CONTINUED)
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A plaintive Lestrade is following Sherlock about, as if
trying to get his attention.

JOHN (V.0.)
- and then under very unexpected
circumstances...

LESTRADE
Five of them now - all the same,
every one of them.

SHERLOCK
Hush, please, this is a matter of
supreme importance.

LESTRADE
What is?

SHERLOCK
The obliquity of the ecliptic. |
have to understand it.

LESTRADE
What is it?

SHERLOCK
| don’t know, I'm still trying to
understand it.

LESTRADE
| thought you understood
everything.

SHERLOCK

Of course | don'’t, that would be an
appalling waste of brain space - |

specialize.

LESTRADE
Then what's so important about
this?

SHERLOCK

What's so important about five
boring murders?

LESTRADE

They’re not boring. Five men dead,
murdered in their own homes. Rice
on the floor, like at a wedding -
and the word YOU written in blood
on the wall.

(A beat)
It's her. It's the Bride. Somehow
she’s risen again -

SHERLOCK
Solved it.

(CONTINUED)



LESTRADE
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JOHN (V.0.)
- and then under very unexpected
circumstances...

John turns the page of his newspaper, checks his pocket
watch, sighs, rings the bell again.

At last, the door is flung open and a very flustered servant,

MARY JANE, appears. There’s soot on her cheek and flour all

over her apron - the worst maid in the world but brimming
with sass.

JOHN
Where have you been?

MARY JANE
Sorry, sir. I'm rather behind my
time this morning.

JOHN
And my breakfast?

COOK (0.S)
Mary Jane!! Oh my Lord!

Mary Jane casts a forlorn look back towards the kitchen.
Smoke curls ominously round the door jamb.

JOHN
This is intolerable.

MARY JANE
Yes, sir. Sorry sir.

JOHN
Are you incapable of boiling an

egg?
Mary Jane just hangs her head.

JOHN (CONT'D)

The fires are rarely lit, there is
dust everywhere and you almost
destroyed my boots scraping the mud
off them. If it wasn’t my wife’s
business to deal with the staff,
I'd talk to you myself -

(A beat: frowns)
Where is my wife?

MARY JANE
Begging your pardon, sir but the
Mistress has gone out.

JOHN
Out? At this hour of the morning?

35.

(CONTINUED)
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MARY JANE
Yes, sir.
(Tiny twinkle of malice)
Did you not know that, sir?

JOHN
Where did she go?? She’s always out
these days.
MARY JANE
Not unlike yourself, sir.
JOHN
I’'m sorry?
MARY JANE

Just observing, sir.

JOHN
That's quite enough - nobody asked
you to be observant!

MARY JANE
Sorry, sir. | just meant, you're
hardly ever home together any more,
Sir.

JOHN
You are dangerously close to
impertinence. | shall have a word
with wife to have a word with you.

MARY JANE
Very good, sir. And when will you
be seeing her, sir?

JOHN
Now listen -

MARY JANE
Oh, I nearly forgot, sir - a
telegram came for you.

She passes him a telegram.

JOHN
You forgot??

MARY JANE
No,| nearly forgot.

JOHN
What have you been doing all
morning??

MARY JANE
Reading your new one in the Strand,
Sir.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
Did you enjoy it?

MARY JANE
Why do you never mention me, sir?

JOHN
Go away.

And off she goes, leaving John to rip open the telegram.
On screen text:

Come at once if convenient. If inconvenient, come all the
same. HOLMES.

John heads for the door.

EXT. LONDON STREET. DAY 3

SHERLOCK and JOHN are striding along a sunny London street.

JOHN
The what of the what?

SHERLOCK
The obliquity of the ecliptic.

JOHN
Come at once, you said. | assumed
it was important.

SHERLOCK
It is. It's the inclination of the
Earth’s equator to the apparent
path of the sun on the celestial

plane.
JOHN
have youbeen swotting  up?
SHERLOCK
Why would | do that?
JOHN
To sound clever.
SHERLOCK
| am clever.
JOHN
Oh,l see.
SHERLOCK

You see what?

37.

CUT TO:

28

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
| deduce we’re on our way to see
someone cleverer than you.

SHERLOCK
...shut up.

They halt outside an imposing white walled building and a
brass sign: The Diogenes Club.

CUT TO:

INT. DIOGENES CLUB. LOBBY. DAY 3 29

Paintings of stern-looking men peer down from the dark
panelled walls. Liveried servants with cloth-muffles on their
shoes glide about. Heavy pot plants contribute to the
atmosphere of gloom. And there’s a HUGE sign in gold letters -

“ABSOLUTE SILENCE.”

SHERLOCK marches up to the uniformed doorman, WILDER, behind
the front desk and smiles. Unexpectedly, they start to
communicate - in sign language!

SHERLOCK
(subtitles)
Good morning, Wilder. Is my brother
in?

WILDER
(subtitles)
Naturally, sir. It's breakfast
time.

SHERLOCK
(subtitles)
The Stranger's Room?

WILDER
(subtitles)
Yes, sir.

Sherlock nods towards JOHN.

SHERLOCK
(subtitles)
This gentleman is my guest.

WILDER
(subtitles)
Ah, yes! Dr Watson, of course.
Enjoyed ‘The Blue Carbuncle’, sir.

John just smiles at him. Sherlock jabs him with his elbow.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
Oh.

He starts signing, clumsily.

JOHN (CONT'D)

(subtitles)
Thankyou. I...am...glad
you...liked it. You are
very...ugly

Wilder looks shocked.

WILDER
(subtitles)
| beg your pardon?

JOHN
(subtitles)
Ugly. What you said about ‘The Blue
Fishmonger'. Very ugly. | am glad
you liked my potato.

SHERLOCK
(subtitles)
Yes. Needs work, Watson. Too much
time spent on dancing lessons.

JOHN
(aloud)
Sorry - what?

Everyone turns and glares at John. Sherlock sweeps out. John
turns to Wilder, and gives a thumbs up.

CUT TO:

INT. DIOGENES CLUB. STRANGER’S ROOM. DAY 3 30

The familiar room (from ‘Reichenbach’ ), little different to
its present day counterpatrt.

SHERLOCK pushes open the door and we see the back of a big
leather arm-chair. Next to it, a brass telescope pointed
towards the window.

MYCROFT (O.S.)
To anyone who wishes to study
Mankind, this is the spot!

SHERLOCK
Handy, really, as your ever-
expanding backside is permanently
glued to it. Good morning, brother
mine!

(CONTINUED)
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We move round to reveal the occupier of the chair - a
colossally fat man. Not just overweight but obese. He’s
wearing a very well cut but enormous frock-coat with
pinstripe trousers. A gold watch chain is stretched to
breaking point over his vast belly. MYCROFT!

MYCROFT
Sherlock.

He extends a flipper-like hand to John.

MYCROFT (CONT'D)
Dr Watson.

Mycroft is surrounded by trays and trays of food. Sausages,
bacon, pies, puddings, steaming soup. He’s like the Ghost of
Christmas Present, sitting on a pile of nosh. As he speaks,
he stuffs his fearfully fat face, sweat running down his

chins.

JOHN
You look well, sir.

MYCROFT
Really? | rather thought | looked
enormous.

JOHN
Well now that you mention it, this
level of consumption is incredibly
injurious to your health. Your

heart -
SHERLOCK
No need to worry on that score,
Watson.
JOHN
No?
SHERLOCK

There’s only an empty cavity where
that organ should reside.

MYCROFT
It's a family trait.

SHERLOCK
Oh, | wasn’t being critical.

JOHN
If you continue like this, sir, |
give you five years at the most.

MYCROFT
Five?? We thought three, did we
not, Sherlock?

40.

(CONTINUED)



SHERLOCK
| still incline to four.

MYCROFT
As ever, you see but you do not
observe. Note the discolouration in
the whites of my eyes, and the
visible rings round the corneas.

SHERLOCK
Yes, good point. I'm changing my
bet to three years, four months and
eleven days.

JOHN
Bet?!

SHERLOCK
| understand your disapproval,
Watson - it's perfectly within his
power to die early, if he’s feeling
competitive.

MYCROFT
It's a risk you'll have to take.

JOHN
You're gambling with your own life?

MYCROFT
Why not? It's so much more exciting
than gambling with others’.

SHERLOCK
Three years flat if you eat that



MYCROFT
It was Adams, of course.

SHERLOCK
Yes, it was Adams.

MYCROFT
Murderous jealousy. He'd written a
paper for the Royal Astronomical
Society on the obliquity of the
ecliptic and then read another that
seemed to surpass it.

SHERLOCK
| know, | read it.

MYCROFT
Did you understand it?

SHERLOCK
Of course | understood it, it was
perfectly simple.

A look between Sherlock and John - Sherlock has been caught
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JOHN
... Bolsheviks?

MYCROFT
Not Bolsheviks, doctor, no.

JOHN
Anarchists?

MYCROFT
No.

JOHN

The French? The suffragists?

MYCROFT
Is there any large body of people
you're not concerned about?

SHERLOCK
Dr. Watson is endlessly vigilant.
Elaborate!

MYCROFT

No. Investigate. This is a
conjecture of mine - | need you to
confirm it. I'm sending you a case.

JOHN
The Scots?

SHERLOCK
The Scots!

MYCROFT

Are you aware of recent theories
concerning what is known as
paranoia?

JOHN
Sounds Serbian.

MYCROFT
(To Sherlock)
A woman will call on you. Lady
Louisa Carmichael. | should like
you to take her case.

JOHN
But these enemies! How are we to
defeat them if you won't tell us
about them?

MYCROFT

We don’t defeat them. We most
certainly lose to them.

(CONTINUED)



JOHN
why?

MYCROFT
Because they are right. And we are
wrong.

John: baffled.
SHERLOCK
Lady Carmichael’'s case - what is
it?

MYCROFT
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32 EXT. BAKER STREET. DAY 3

LADY CARMICHAEL
Mr Holmes, | have come here for
advice.

33 INT. BAKER STREET. DAY 3

SHERLOCK
That's easily got.

LADY CARMICHAEL
And help.

SHERLOCK
Not always so easy.

LADY CARMICHAEL is an elegant, beautiful woman in her
She stares into space a moment.

LADY CARMICHAEL

Something has happened to me, Mr
Holmes. Something...unusual . And
terrifying.

SHERLOCK

Well you're in luck then.

LADY CARMICHAEL
Luck??

SHERLOCK
Those happen to be my specialisms
This is really very promising.

45.

32

CUT TO:

33

50s.

(CONTINUED)
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WATSON
(Gentle warning)
Holmes.

SHERLOCK
(Takes the hint: turns on
the compassion)
Please, tell us what has so
distressed you.

LADY CARMICHAEL
| thought long and hard as to what
to do but then it occurred to me
that my husband was an acquaintance
of your brother. And that perhaps
through him - The fact is, I'm not
sure this comes within your
purview,  Mr Holmes.

SHERLOCK
No?

LADY CARMICHAEL
Lord help me, but I think it may be
a matter for a priest!

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. DINING ROOM. DAY _ 2A FLASHBACK 34

SIR EUSTACECARMICHAEL (50s, thin, bearded) sits at the head
of a large table. LADY CARMICHAEL and their CHILDREN are
there too. SERVANTS plonk
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SIR EUSTACE
Well, exactly -

He stops in his tracks. Sir Eustace has opened a letter and
is gazing inside the envelope.

LADY CARMICHAEL
What is it?

He doesn’t reply. But he’s gone white as a sheet.

LADY CARMICHAEL (CONT'D)
Eustace ?

Still he sits rooted to the spot. Lady Carmichael turns to
the children.

LADY CARMICHAEL (CONT'D)
Daniel, Sophie. Go out and play.

SOPHIE
But Mama -

LADY CARMICHAEL
Do as I tell you! Quickly now.

Reluctantly, the children run out of the room, Daniel
grabbing a couple of slices of toast and stuffing them into
his mouth.

Lady Carmichael takes the envelope from her husband’s hand
and tips it up. Small, dry objects patter into the palm of
her hand.

Five orange pips.

She bursts out laughing but then the smile is wiped from her
face as Sir Eustace turns to her for the first time.

LADY CARMICHAEL (CONT'D)
Eustace ? What does this mean?

SIR EUSTACE
Death.

LADY CARMICHAEL
What?

Suddenly, Sir Eustace plasters a weak smile onto his face.
SIR EUSTACE
Nothing. It's nothing. | was
mistaken.

LADY CARMICHAEL
My dear, you've gone quite pale.

Sir Eustace scrapes back his chair and gets up.

(CONTINUED)
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SIR EUSTACE
It's nothing!
He collects himself.

SIR EUSTACE(CONT'D)
Excuse me.

He goes out, leaving Lady Carmichael bewildered.

CUT TO:

35 INT. BAKER STREET. DAY 3

SHERLOCK
You kept the envelope?

LADY CARMICHAEL
My husband destroyed it. But it was
blank. No name or address of any
kind.

SHERLOCK
Tell me, has Sir Eustace spenttime
in America?

LADY CARMICHAEL
No.

SHERLOCK
Not even before your marriage?

LADY CARMICHAEL
Not to my knowledge.

SHERLOCK
Hm
(smiles)
Pray continue with your fascinating
narrative.

LADY CARMICHAEL
Well...that incident took place
last Monday morning. It was two
days later, on the Wednesday, that
my husband first saw her.

JOHN
Who?

On Lady Carmichael: a look of absolute dread.

CUT TO:






SHERLOCK SPECIAL - LILAC SHOOTING SCRIPT - 04/02/15 50.
Sir Eustace snaps his head round, his face wet with sweat and
terror.
SIR EUSTACE
Don’'t you understand? It was her!
It was the Bride!!

CUT TO:

INT. BAKER STREET. DAY 3 37

On SHERLOCK and JOHN. Both of them have pricked up their ears
at this.

John shoots Sherlock a look, Sherlock gently indicates that
John should keep calm.

SHERLOCK
You saw nothing?

LADY CARMICHAEL
Nothing.

SHERLOCK
And did your husband describe -

LADY CARMICHAEL
Nothing until this morning.

John straightens up in his chair, all alert.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. BEDROOM. DAWN 2C FLASHBACK 38

LADY CARMICHAEL wakes and finds the bed empty as before. But
this time there’s no sign of her husband.

She moves swiftly to the window and draws back the curtains.
CUT TO:

In the garden below, SIR EUSTACE:InN his nightshirt strides
swiftly through the garden.

From the window, Lady Carmichael watches in fascination.

CUT TO:

EXT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. GARDEN. DAWN 2C FLASHBACK 39

Hastily pulling a coat over her nightdress, LADY CARMICHAEL
dashes into the garden in pursuit of her husband.

(CONTINUED)
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She gets slowly to her feet - and presses on.

LADY CARMICHAEL turns left, right, left again.

The she freezes. There’s something else audible above the
sigh of the wind.

Awomanis singing.

VOICE
“Do not forget me, do not forget
me!
Think sometimes of me still; ”

Lady Carmichael is rooted to the spot by the haunting,
plaintive sound.

VOICE (CONT'D)
“When the morn breaks and the
throstle awakes, Remember the maid
of the mill....”

She decides to turn back. The song doesn’t seem to get any
fainter. She races back the way she came, the branches and
leaves whipping at her face.

VOICE (CONT'D)
“Do not forget me! do not forget
mel...”

But she’s lost. Hopelessly lost. She turns - and is
confronted by blank hedge. Turns again and finds another
blank hedge.

She throws herself blindly into the darkness. All the time,
the song echoes through her head...

VOICE (CONT'D)
“Remember the maid,”

...and  suddenly, standing there, staring ahead is Sir
Eustace .

Opposite him, her dress grave-begrimed and filthy, her veil
down, stands the BRIDE.

BRIDE

(sings)
“the maid of the mill...”

The Bride cocks her head, staring at Lady Carmichael who
tries to cry out. But all that will come out is a
strangulated gasp.

52.

CUT TO:
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SHERLOCK is silent, fingers steepled. John is staring at
Holmes, barely concealing his excitement.

JOHN
Holmes!

SHERLOCK
Hush, Watson.

JOHN
But Emilia Ricoletti - the Bride!

LADY CARMICHAEL
You know the name?

SHERLOCK
You must forgive Watson - he has an
enthusiasm for stating the obvious
which borders on mania. May | ask,
how is your husband this morning?

LADY CARMICHAEL
He refuses to speak about the
matter. Obviously, | have urged him
to leave the house -

SHERLOCK
No, no, he must stay exactly where
he is.

LADY CARMICHAEL
You don't think he’s in danger?

SHERLOCK



43

SHERLOCK
And we should probably avoid that.

JOHN
Definitely.

SHERLOCK
Definitely avoid that.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIOGENES CLUB/STRANGERS ROOM - DAY 3 43

The clock ticks.
Mycroft stands at the window, looking out, so sombre.

Behind him we hear the door open. A distorted reflection in
the window - someone entering.
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JOHN
You don’'t know what | was going to
say.

SHERLOCK

You were about to suggest that
there might be some supernatural
agency involved in this matter, and
| was about to laugh in your face.

JOHN
But the Bride, Holmes! Emelia
Ricoletti again. A dead woman,
walking the earth.

Sherlock opens his eyes, stares at him.

SHERLOCK
You amaze me, Watson.

JOHN
| do?

SHERLOCK
Since when have you had any kind of
imagination?

JOHN
Perhaps since | convinced the
reading public that an unprincipled
drug addict was some kind of
gentleman hero.

SHERLOCK
Yes, now that you mention it, that
was quite impressive. You may,
however, rest assured - there are
no ghosts in this world. Save those
we make for ourselves.

He closes his eyes again. Watson, frowning.

JOHN
Sorry, what did you say?

Silence.
JOHN (CONT'D)
Ghosts we make for ourselves - what
do you mean?

But Sherlock is silent. Lost in his thoughts, or perhaps even
asleep ...

56.

CUT TO:
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EXT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. DAY 3 45

A very large and ugly old house in its own grounds, swamped
in fog.

SIR EUSTACE(V.O.))
Somnambulism.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. STUDY. DAY 3 46

Hollow-eyed and frightened, SIR EUSTACEstands opposite JOHN,
who seems to be conducting the interview. Sherlock, seemingly

a bit abstracted, is strolling round the room, an idle

examination.

JOHN
| beg your pardon?

SIR EUSTACE
| sleep-walk! That is all. Itis a
common enough condition. The whole
thing was a bad dream.

JOHN
Including the contents of the
envelope you received?

SIR EUSTACE
(shrugs)
A grotesque joke.

JOHN
That's not the impression you gave
your wife, sir.

SIR EUSTACE
She’s an hysteric! Prone to
fancies.

SHERLOCK
No.

Sherlock doesn’t even glance round as he speaks, just carries
on with his casual inspection.

SIR EUSTACE
I’'m sorry, what did you say?

SHERLOCK
| said no, she’s not an hysteric.
She’s a highly intelligent woman of
rare perception.

(CONTINUED)
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SIR EUSTACE
My wife sees terror in an orange
pip.

SHERLOCK

Your wife can see worlds where no
one else can see anything of value
at all.

SIR EUSTACE
Can she really? And how do you
“deduce” that, Mr. Holmes.

SHERLOCK
She married  you -1assume she was
capable of finding a reason. I'll
do my best to save your life
tonight. But first it would help if
you explained your connection to
the Ricoletti case.

SIR EUSTACE
Ricoletti?

SHERLOCK
Yes. In detail please.

SIR EUSTACE
Never heard of her.

SHERLOCK
Interesting. | didn’t mention she
was a woman. We'll show ourselves
out - | hope to see you again in
the morning.

SIR EUSTACE
You will not.

SHERLOCK
Then sadly | shall be solving your
murder. Good day.

CUT TO:

47 INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. HALLWAY. DAY 3 47

JOHN
Well, you tried.

SHERLOCK is scribbling a note in his pocket book. He hands
the note to the BUTLER.

SHERLOCK
Would you see that Lady Carmichael
gets this? Thank you. Good
afternoon.

(CONTINUED)



SHERLOCK SPECIAL - LILAC SHOOTING SCRIPT - 04/02/15 59.

He puts on his deerstalker and exits.

CUT TO:

48 EXT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. DAY 3 48

JOHN
What was that?

SHERLOCK
Lady Carmichael will sleep alone
tonight upon the pretence of a
violent headache. All the doors and
windows of the house will be
locked.

JOHN
You think the spectre -
(A look from Sherlock)
- the...Bride will attempt to lure
Sir Eustace outside again?

SHERLOCK
Certainly. Why else the portentous
warning? “This night you will die!”

JOHN
But he won't follow her, surely?

SHERLOCK
It's hard to know quite what he
will do. Guilt is eating away at
his soul.

JOHN
Guilt about what?

SHERLOCK
Something in his past. The orange
pips were a reminder.

JOHN
Not a joke.

SHERLOCK
Not at all. Orange pips are a
traditional warning of avenging
death, originating in America. Sir
Eustace knows that perfectly well -
just as he knows why he is to be

punished.

JOHN
Something to do with Emelia
Ricoletti?

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
| presume. We all have a past,
Watson. Ghosts. They are the
shadows that define our every sunny
day. Sir Eustace knows heis a
marked man, but it's more than
murder he fears. He believes he is
to be dragged to hell by the risen
corpse of the late Mrs Ricoletti.

A beat, as they solemnly contemplate this.

JOHN
That's a lot of nonsense, isn't it?
SHERLOCK
God, yes. Did you bring your
revolver?
JOHN
What use would that be against a
ghost?
SHERLOCK

Exactly. You brought it?

JOHN
Of course.

Sherlock claps his hands together.
SHERLOCK
Then come, Watson. Come! The game’s
afoot!
He strides off up the driveway, beaming with pleasure.

Time passes. The scene darkens as night falls along with a
dense fog.

A single lamp has been lit in one of the downstairs windows
of the house.

A little way down the drive, amongst the trees is a
summerhouse. At its dirty window appears JOHN.

SHERLOCK (O.S.) (CONTD)
Get down, Watson! For Heaven’'s
sake!

JOHN
Sorry.

60.

CUT TO:

CUT TO:



SHERLOCK SPECIAL - LILAC SHOOTING SCRIPT - 04/02/15 61.

INT. SUMMERHOUSE. NIGHT 3 49

JOHN ducks down from the window. He turns apologetically to
SHERLOCK, who sits, knees to his chin, in the dusty corner of
the summerhouse.

JOHN
Cramp.

Sherlock just nods.

SHERLOCK
Is the lamp still burning?

JOHN
Yes.

Sherlock moves to the window and, keeping low, peeks out of
the window.

SHERLOCK
There goes Sir Eustace .

John joins him and they watch as the lamp moves from the

study window. There’s darkness briefly and then the light

reappears in successive windows as SIR EUSTACEclimbs the
stairs to bed.

The lamp reaches the bedroom window, the curtains are drawn
and the lamp extinguished.

Then another lamp goes out.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
And Lady Carmichael. The house
sleeps.

They sit down again.

JOHN
Good God, this is the longest night
of my life.

SHERLOCK
Patience, Watson.

Distantly, there’s the tolling of a church clock.

JOHN
Only midnight.

Beat.
JOHN (CONT'D)

You know, it's rare that we sit
together like this.

(CONTINUED)
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Beat.

Beat.

SHERLOCK
| should hope so. It's murder on
the knees.

JOHN

Two old friends. Just talking.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Chewing the fat.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Man to man...

Sherlock looks alarmed.

JOHN (CONT'D)
(carefully)
A remarkable woman.

SHERLOCK
Who?

JOHN
Lady Carmichael.

SHERLOCK
The fair sex are your department,
Watson. I'll take your word for it.

JOHN
You liked her. “A woman of rare
perception” ...

SHERLOCK

And admirably high arches. |
noticed them as soon as she stepped
into the room.

JOHN
She’s far too good for him.

SHERLOCK
Do you think so?

JOHN
No. You think so. | could tell.

SHERLOCK
On the contrary. | have no view on
the matter.

JOHN
Yes, you do.

62.

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Marriage is not a subject upon
which | dwell.

JOHN
Why not?

SHERLOCK
What's the matter with you this
evening?

JOHN

That watch you're wearing. There’s
a photograph inside it - | glimpsed
it once. | believe it is of Irene

Adler .

SHERLOCK
You didn’t glimpse it - you waited
till 1 was asleep and had a look.

JOHN
Yes, | did.

SHERLOCK
You seriously thought | wouldn't
notice?

JOHN
Irene  Adler .

SHERLOCK
A formidable opponent. A remarkable
adventure.

JOHN

A very nice photograph.

SHERLOCK
Why are you talking like this??

JOHN
Why are you determined to be alone?

SHERLOCK
... Are you quite well, Watson??

JOHN
Is it such a curious question?

SHERLOCK
From a Viennese alienist, no. From
a retired Army surgeon, most
certainly.

(CONTINUED)



JOHN
Holmes! Against absolutely no
opposition whatsoever, | am your
closest friend -

SHERLOCK
| concede it.

JOHN
And | am currently attempting to
have a perfectly normal
conversation with you -

SHERLOCK
Please don't.

JOHN
Why do you need to be alone?

SHERLOCK
If you're referring to romantic
entanglement, Watson - which |
rather fear you are - then as |
have often explained, all emotion
is abhorrent to me. It is the grit
in a sensitive instrument -

JOHN SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
- the crack in the lens. - the crack in the lens.
SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
There you are, I've said it all
before.
JOHN

No. | wrote all that. You're
guoting yourself from the Strand
Magazine.

SHERLOCK
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JOHN
You're a living, breathing man.
You've lived a life, you have ... a

past -
SHERLOCK
A what??
JOHN
Well, you must have had - ...
SHERLOCK
Had what?
JOHN
You know.
SHERLOCK
No.
JOHN
experiences
SHERLOCK

Pass me your revolver, | have a
sudden need to use it.

JOHN
Damn it, Holmes, you're flesh and
blood. You have feelings, you have
you must have ... impulses

SHERLOCK
Dear Lord, | have never been so
impatient to be attacked by a
murderous ghost.

JOHN
As your friend - as someone who
worries about you ... what made you

like this?

On Sherlock now. And the mood has changed. He’s sombre -
almost haunted.

SHERLOCK
Oh, Watson. Nothing made me.

Suddenly, at the doorway, a soft, persistent scratching
noise.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
| made me.

John turns towards the door.

Scratch, scratch, scratch...

(CONTINUED)



John stares. What is that?
Scratch, scratch, scratch...

Sherlock turns towards the door.
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JOHN
It cannot be true, Holmes! It
cannot!

SHERLOCK
No. It can't.

He moves towards the ghostly shape when -
SCREEEEEEAAAAM

The dying scream of a man from the house!
Then the unmistakable sound of shattering glass.

LADY CARMICHAEL (O.S.)
Help me! Help me please!!

Both of them look towards the house. When they look back, the
Bride has gone.

SHERLOCK
Come on!
They race to the house.
JOHN
Doors all bolted! Damn it!
SHERLOCK
As per instruction.
JOHN
But that sound - It was a window

breaking -
He scans the front of the house. No broken windows.
SHERLOCK
The only broken window we should
concern ourselves with -

Without hesitation, he whips off his coat, wraps it round his
arm -

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
- is this one!

- and smashes his way inside! John follows.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL’'S HOUSE. BOX ROOM. NIGHT 3 51

SHERLOCK inside - a dusty old box room. JOHN follows him in.

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Stay here, Watson!

JOHN
What? No!

SHERLOCK

All doors and windows locked. So
this is their only way out! | need
you here!

JOHN
But the sound was so close. It had
to be from this side of the house -

SHERLOCK
STAY HERE!

He races out --

CUT TO:
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INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. HALLWAY. NIGHT 3 52

-- into the hallway and up the stairs.

SHERLOCK runs round the corner, where the bedroom door is
ajar. LADY CARMICHAEL is framed there, gazing down at the

floor -

CUT TO:
INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. BEDROOM. NIGHT 3 53
- where there’s a huge pool of blood! There’s no sign of SIR
EUSTACE

CUT TO:
INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. BOX ROOM. NIGHT 3 54
JOHN freezes. He’s not alone.
With the quiet calm of the soldier, he takes his service
revolver from his coat and cocks it.
From close by, the creak of a floorboard.
John tenses.

CUT TO:
INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. BEDROOM. NIGHT 3 55

SERVANTS have entered the bedroom. The Housekeeper is
comforting the sobbing LADY CARMICHAEL as SHERLOCK examines
the pool of blood.

LADY CARMICHAEL
You promised to keep him safe! You
promised!

On Sherlock: grim faced. He lights a bulls-eye lantern and
tears from the room, following a trail of blood spots.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. BOX ROOM. NIGHT 3 56

JOHN is standing by the door-jamb, every muscle tensed. He
looks out into the hallway.

John’s  POV: the hallway in darkness. Just a square of foggy
grey light from the tall window.

(CONTINUED)
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He steps out into the hallway.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. HALLWAY. NIGHT 3 57

CLOSE on JOHN's face.
Another floorboard creaks.

John takes up his position, guarding the door to the box
room, gun raised.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. STAIRCASE. NIGHT 3 58

The beam of his lamp bobbing over the stairs, SHERLOCK
follows the trail of blood upwards.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. HALLWAY. NIGHT 3 59

JOHN sitill points the gun, his arm steady.

JOHN
You're human, | know that. You must
be. So why don’t you just show
yourself, hnt?

There’s no reply.
John glances round. There’s a candle stick right by him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
There’s little sense standing here
in the dark, is there? This is the
Nineteenth Century.

Swiftly, he takes out his match case, strikes one and lights
the candle.

The hallway looks a little more cheerful. John sweeps his arm
round, covering every corner with the pistol. No sign of
anyone.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. UPPER LANDING. NIGHT 3 60

SHERLOCK has reached the top of the house, almost the attic.

Suddenly, the beam of his lamp illuminates a crumpled shape.

(CONTINUED)
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Sherlock walks up the last few steps towards the small
landing then reaches out and turns over --

- the body of SIR EUSTACIEeyes fixed open, his face a mask
of absolute horror.

There’s a huge, ornamental dagger sticking out of his chest.
SCREEEEEAAAAM

Sherlock spins round. A young HOUSEMAID has emerged from her
room and immediately taken in the scene.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. HALLWAY. NIGHT 3 61

JOHN reacts to the scream --
- and the candle flame goes out!

John scrambles about in the darkness. He puts down the candle
on the floor and tries to strike another match.

One.
Two.
The third flares into life and he relights the candle.

Something enters the pool of candlelight. The hem of a white
dress...

John stops dead, full of dread. There’s only the sound of his
ragged breathing and then -

BRIDE
(sings)
“Do not forget me! do not forget
me!
Remember the maid, the maid of the
mill.”

John scoops up the candle and sees -
- the BRIDE!

She reaches out her mottled, rotted, claw-like hands towards
him!!

John takes to his heels and throws himself onto the stairs.
He takes them three at a time, all dignity abandoned and
suddenly -

- slams into SHERLOCK on the stair. John cries out.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN
She’s there! Down there!

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Don't tell me you've abandoned your

post!

JOHN
What? She’s there, Holmes! | saw
her!

Sherlock clatters down the stairs and strides towards the gas
mantle, takes out a box of matches and calmly lights it. Then
he steps into the box room.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. BOX ROOM. NIGHT 3 62

He gazes towards the shattered window and then turns,
glowering, to JOHN.

SHERLOCK
Empty, thanks to you. Our bird is
flown.

JOHN
No, no, Holmes. It wasn’t what you
think. | saw her! The ghost!

SHERLOCK
(Suddenly blazing at him)
There are no ghosts!!!

JOHN
(For a moment, startled by
the vehemence)
What happened? Where’s Sir Eustace ?

SHERLOCK
Dead.

CUT TO:

INT. CARMICHAEL'S HOUSE. UPPER LANDING. NIGHT 3
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SHERLOCK
Watson here is equally culpable.
Between us, we’'ve managed to botch
this whole case.

John sighs. He bends down and throws back the rug to examine
the body.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
| gave an undertaking to protect
that man and now he’s lying there
with a dagger in his breast.

JOHN
In fact, you gave an undertaking to
investigate his murder -

SHERLOCK
In the confident expectation |
would not have to!

LESTRADE
Anything you can tell us, doctor?

JOHN
He’s been stabbed with considerable
force.

LESTRADE
A man, then?

John looks at Sherlock but he doesn’t respond.

JOHN
Possibly.

LESTRADE
Very keen blade, though. So it
could conceivably have been a

woman?
JOHN
In theory. But we know who it was.
| saw her.
SHERLOCK
Watson!
JOHN

| saw the ghost, with my own eyes!

SHERLOCK
You saw nothing. You saw what you
were supposed to see.

JOHN

You said yourself, | have no
imagination -

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Then use your brain, such as it is.
Eliminate the impossible - in this
case, the ghost - and observe what
remains - in this case a solution
so blindingly obvious Lestrade
could work it out.

LESTRADE
Thankyou .

SHERLOCK
Forget spectres from the
netherworld - there is only one
suspect, with motive and
opportunity. They might as well
have a left note.

LESTRADE
They did leave a note.

SHERLOCK
Then there is the matter of the
other broken window.

LESTRADE
What other broken window?

SHERLOCK

Precisely! There isn't one! The
only window broken in this
establishment is the one Watson and
| entered through. Yet prior to
that we distinctly heard -

(Breaks, derailed by

something)
what did you say?

LESTRADE
I’'m sorry?
SHERLOCK
About a note - what did you say?
LESTRADE
| said the murderer did leave a
note.
SHERLOCK

No, they didn't.

LESTRADE
There was a message tied to the
dagger. You must have seen it?

SHERLOCK
There was no message.

(CONTINUED)
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LESTRADE
Yes -

SHERLOCK
There was no message when | found
the body!

Lestrade frowns, then produces the dagger from his coat. It's
wrapped in a white handkerchief and the blood has seeped
through.

Sherlock whips back the handkerchief. There’s a small brown
rectangle tied to the dagger like a luggage label.

Sherlock’s face falls.

JOHN
What is it?

Sherlock walks away, face ashen.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Holmes?

(CONTINUED)
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He crosses to Lestrade and examines the label himself.

CLOSE on the label. In bold, inky letters it says:

MISS ME?
CUT TO:
64-66 CUT 64 - 66
67 INT. DIOGENES CLUB/STRANGERS ROOM - NIGHT 4 67
Night, silence, the hiss of the gaslamps .
Sherlock stands at the window, staring out. In the
foreground, Mycroft is staring at the “Miss Me?” label
MYCROFT
Do you?
SHERLOCK
Do | what?

For answer Mycroft just holds up the label.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
How did you get that? | left it at
the crime scene.

MYCROFT
“Crime scene”? Where do you pick up
these extraordinary expressions. Do
you miss him?

Sherlock frowns, turns back to the window, like he doesn’t
want to have this conversation.

SHERLOCK
Moriarty’s dead.

MYCROFT
And yet?

SHERLOCK

His body was never recovered.
Mycroft's gazes move to:
A painting on the wall: Turner’s Reichenbach falls.

MYCROFT
To be expected when one pushes a
maths professor down a waterfall.
Pure reason toppled by sheer
melodrama - your life in a
nutshell.

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
Where do you pick up these
extraordinary expressions?

He stares  hauntedly  at the picture. Blinks -

- because for a fleeting moment, the picture animates, the
water roars -

Blinks. It stops. Pulls himself together, faces Mycroft.

SHERLOCK (CONT'D)
have you put on weight?

MYCROFT
You saw me only yesterday. Does
that seem possible?

SHERLOCK
No.

MYCROFT
Yet here | am, increased. What does
that tell the foremost criminal
investigator in England?

SHERLOCK
In  England?

MYCROFT
You're in deep, Sherlock. Deeper
than you ever intended to be. Have
you made a list?

SHERLOCK
Of what?

MYCROFT
Everything. We will need a list.

A silence. Sherlock, clearly uneasy -

- then he plucks a scrap of folded paper from his pocket,
holds it up.

MYCROFT (CONT'D)
Good boy.

Mycroft puts out his pudgy hand to take it. But Sherlock,
doesn’'t comply - keeps the scrap.

SHERLOCK
No. I'm not finished yet.

MYCROFT
Moriarty may beg to differ.

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
He’s trying to distract me - derail
me.

MYCROFT

Yes. He’s the crack in the lens,
the fly in the ointment ...
(A sharp look - making a
point)
- the virus in the data ...

Sherlock returns that sharp look - that oddly modern
reference -

- resumes his agitated pacing.

SHERLOCK
| have to finish this!

MYCROFT
If Moriarty has risen from the
Reichenbach cauldron, he will seek
you out.

SHERLOCK
I'll be waiting.

Sherlock striding from the room.

On Mycroft - brooding thoughtful. His eyes flick to the
painting.

As we hold on his face, we hear the roar of the waters ...
MYCROFT
Yes, I'm very much afraid you will

CUT TO:

INT. BAKER STREET. DAY 5 68

SHERLOCK is cross-legged on a divan of cushions, almost
invisible beneath a huge cloud of smoke.

On the floor before him are scattered dozens of newspapers.
The headlines tell us all:

GHOSTLY BRIDE MYSTERY.

‘GHOST’ IDENTIFIED?

STATEMENT FROM CAB DRIVER - IT WAS MRS RICOLETTI.
WHO WILL BE NEXT?

Through the door we see:

(CONTINUED)
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MRS HUDSON
(sotto)
Two days he’s been like that.

INT. BAKER STREET. LANDING. DAY 5

LESTRADE
(sotto)
Has he eaten?

MRS HUDSON
(sotto)
Not a morsel.

Lestrade holds up a copy of ‘The lllustrated Police Gazette’.
Its cover shows lurid ink drawings of the death of SIR
EUSTACEand the ghostly Bride.

LESTRADE
The press are having a ruddy field
day. There’s still reporters
outside.

MRS HUDSON
Oh, they've been here all the time,
| can't get rid of them. I've been
run off my feet, making tea.

LESTRADE
Why do you make them tea?

MRS HUDSON
| don’t know, | just sort of do.

LESTRADE
He says there’s only one suspect,
and he just walks off. Now he won't

explain.

MRS HUDSON
Which is very strange, he likes
that bit.

LESTRADE

CUT TO:

69
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LESTRADE
For what?

Mrs Hudson looks away.

MRS HUDSON
The Devil.

Beat.
MRS HUDSON (CONT’D)
| wouldn't be surprised. We get all
sorts here.
Lestrade rubs his eyes.

LESTRADE
Wire me if there’s any change.

He goes off down the stairs. Mrs Hudson throws one last
concerned look towards Sherlock and then closes the door.

CUT TO:

INT. 221B BAKER STREET. DAY 5 70

On Sherlock, on his divan of cushions.

His eyes flutter open. A sigh. Like it's not working. He
RdThee ovBd,. a8ivaslentebTthedoadedsa49Ptd 3868chit0.198 Tc -0.0SHERLOCK SPECIALE- L

and when he does, he reveals something. A neat morocco
case.

Stares at it - haunted - for a moment. Now picks it up, opens
it.

Inside, lies a hypodermic syringe ...

CUT TO:IN- DOWNSTAI2 TALLWTRE- STREET. DAY 5
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73 INT. 221B BAKER STREET. NIGHT 5 73

SHERLOCK is still in the sitting room.

Silence as he smokes, eyes closed.

Then there’s the slightest creak of a floorboard.
A shadow passes over Sherlock.

Pauses there. Sherlock seems to wince slightly, in distaste -
as if he feels it. Asifit's clammy.

The shadow passes on.
A stiliness for a moment. Then, from off, the familiar voice:
MORIARTY
(From off)
Everything | have to say has
already crossed your mind.

Closer on Sherlock - those eyes still closed.

SHERLOCK
Then possibly my answer has crossed
yours.
MORIARTY
Like a bullet!!
Close on Sherlock’s eyes: slo-mo as they snap open, to the

distant dreamy sound of a gun shot.

Sherlock’s POV Standing at the window, framed against the
gaslight -

- the silhouette of Moriarty.

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
It is a dangerous habit to finger
loaded firearms in the pocket of
one’s dressing gown ...

Moriarty, stepping forward into the light, demonic.
MORIARTY (CONT'D)
or areyou just pleased to see
me?

Dressed in a respectably sober black frock-coat with a stiff 7 3



Sherlock smiles.
SHERLOCK
You'll forgive me taking
precautions.

He takes the gun from his pocket, trains it on Moriarty
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MORARTY (CONT'D)
You want skin fresh. Just a little

crispy.

SHERLOCK
Won't you sit down?

MORIARTY

(Ignoring him)
That's all people really are, you
know - dust waiting to be
distributed. And it gets
everywhere . In every breath you
take, dancing in every sunbeam, all
the used up people.

SHERLOCK
Fascinating, I'm sure but won’t you

Moriarty looks down the barrel of his gun. Blows dust out of
it.

MORIARTY
People, people, people. You can't
keep anything shiny.

He puts his eye to the barrel of the gun, peers right down
it. Places his thumb on the trigger.

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
Mind if | fire? Just to clean it
out?

Sherlock stares at him - what? Then gets it. He tosses the
gun aside.

- and Moriarty lowers his.

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
Exactly. Let's stop playing. We
don’t need toys to kill each other.
Where’s the intimacy in that?

SHERLOCK
Sit down.

MORIARTY
Why? What do you want?

SHERLOCK

You chose to come here -
MORIARTY

Not true - you know that’s not

true.  What do you want??

Sherlock - taken aback for a moment.

(CONTINUED)
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SHERLOCK
The truth.

MORIARTY
Oh, thatl

As he says that word, Moriarty passes a mirror - just for an
instant, we see him reflected as we usually know him. Neat
modern suit, slicked back black hair.

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
(smiles)
Truth’s boring.

Moriarty now sits opposite Sherlock.

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
Didn’t expect me to turn up at the
scene of the crime, did you? Poor
old Sir Eustace . He got what was
coming to him.

SHERLOCK
But you couldn’t have killed him.

MORIARTY
So what? Does it matter? Oh, stop
it. Stop this now. You don’t care
about Sir Eustace , or the Bride, or
any of it. There is only one thing
in this whole business you find
interesting.

SHERLOCK
| know what you're doing.

A slight tremor - as if there was the tiniest earthquake.
Glassware shivers, tinkles.

MORIARTY
The bride put a gun in her mouth,
and shot the back of her head off -
and then she came back. Impossible!
But she did it.

The whole room seems to lurch slightly. A few items fall
over. Neither Sherlock not Moriarty react - what is
happening??

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
You need to know how. Don’t you?
Don’'t you?? It's tearing your world
apart, not knowing.

Cutting round details of the room. Ornaments tinkle.
Paintings tremble on the walls.

(CONTINUED)



SHERLOCK
You're trying to stop. Distract me,
derail me.

MORIARTY
Because doesn't this remind you on
another case? Didn't this alll
happen before? There’s nothing new
under the sun!

Sherlock: nothing!

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
What was that case? Do you
remember? It's on the tip of my
tongue.
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- because he’s staring at -

Moriarty, still just standing there, with slash of blood
behind him. He takes the gun out of his mouth.

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
Oh, | tell you what - that blows
the cobwebs away!

Sherlock, staring, in a thrill of horror.

SHERLOCK
how can you be alive?

MORIARTY
How do | look?

Horror moment: Moriarty turns his head this way and that -
and the back of his head is missing!!

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
Be honest - is it noticeable?

SHERLOCK
You blew your own brains out - how
could you survive??

FLASHBACK: sudden, jarring. The Reichenbach Fall, Jim
Moriarty jamming the gun in his mouth -

MORIARTY
| could back-comb.

SHERLOCK
Isawyou diell  Whyaren't you
dead??

FLASHBACK: Sherlock reeling back in horror. Jim lying in a
pool of his own blood ...

MORIARTY
Because it's not the fall that
kills you.

FLASHBACK: Sherlock on the ledge, spreading his arms,
preparing to jump -

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
Of all people, you should know
that. It's never the fall ...

FLASHBACK: Sherlock falling through the air, clawing with his
hands -

MORIARTY (CONT'D)
It's the landing.

(CONTINUED)



74

75

The flat bumps as though it's been dropped from a great
height -

- and there is a screech of tyres

Sherlock tumbles back into his chair, grips the arms.

Bump, screech. The flat shakes again, and we -

CUT TO:
EXT. AIR STRIP. DAY 6 74
We're back in the final scene of His Last Vow - the jet is
landing as, John and Mary watch...

CUT TO:
INT. PRIVATE PLANE. DAY 6 75

CLOSE on SHERLOCK as he opens his eyes wide. He blinks.
Disorientated.

He’s still on the jet from the end of ‘His Last Vow'!
DIAMOND (30s, pleasant) is beaming down at him.

DIAMOND
We've landed, sir.

SHERLOCK
What?

DIAM